BOSWELL'S LIFE OF JOHNSON
and family than Thrale. If he but holds up a finger, he is
obeyed. It is a great mistake to suppose that she is above him
in literary attainments. She is more flippant; but he has ten
times her learning : he is a regular scholar; but her learning
is that of a schoolboy in one of the lower forms.5 My readers
may naturally wish for some representation of the figures of
this couple. Mr Thrale was tall,, well proportioned, and
stately. As for Madam, or my Mistress^ by which epithets
Johnson used to mention Mrs Thrale, she was short, plump,
and brisk. She has herself given us a lively view of the idea
which Johnson had of her person, on her appearing before
him in a dark-coloured gown; Tou little creatures should
never wear those sort of clothes, however; they are unsuitable
in every way. What! have not all insects gay colours?' Mr
Thrale gave his wife a liberal indulgence, both in the choice
of their company, and in the mode of entertaining them. He
understood and valued Johnson, without remission, from
their first acquaintance to the day of his death. Mrs Thrale
was enchanted with Johnson's conversation, for its own sake,
and had also a very allowable vanity in appearing to be
honoured with the attention of so celebrated a man.
Nothing could be more fortunate for Johnson than this
connection. He had at Mr Thrale's all the comforts and
even luxuries of life; his melancholy was diverted, and his
irregular habits lessened by association with an agreeable
and well-ordered family. He was treated with the utmost
respect, and even affection. The vivacity of Mrs Thrale's
literary talk roused him to cheerfulness and exertion, even
when they were alone. But this was not often the case; for he
found here a constant succession of what gave him the high-
est enjoyment: the society of the learned, the witty, and the
eminent in every way, who were assembled in numerous
companies, called forth his wonderful powers, and gratified
him with admiration, to which no man could be insensible.
In the October of this year he at length gave to the world
his edition of Shakspeare, which, if it had no other merit but
that of producing his Preface, in which the excellencies and
defects of that immortal bard are displayed with a masterly
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